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DRAMATIS  PERSONS. 
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B?"|!I^ND.!f..A!te.m;  \  ^  C AVALLI. 

THEOBALD,  his  Son,) 

under  the  name  of  Si->-Madlle.  CESARI. 
gert ) 

HD^gM.ANN:.0L^!.m:  }  SiS-  FACCHINI. 

ISOLINA,his  Daughter....MadIle.  VECCHI. 

GERALD,  his  Son Sig.  TROYANO. 

CLEMENZA, a  Relative"),,    ,  ,rniT. 

c  .,     w      .,      frr,  (Madame  VOITA- 

of  the  family  ot  rrom-  >  SFSKI 

burg } 

A  Chorus  of  Vassals,  Knights,  and  Maidens. 
Heralds,  Pages,  Guards,  Soldiers. 

Scene — The  Castle  of  Altemburg,  in  Misnia. 


SKETCH  OF  THE  LIFE 

OF 

IL  CAVALIERE  MORLACCHL 

MAESTRO  DI  CAPELLA 

TO    HIS    MAJJSTY    THE    KING    OF    SAXONY. 


&«h 


■A*J~yrt&t-£*(j 


Francisco  Morlacchi,  the  author  of  the  pre- 
sent Opera,  is  a  native  of  Perugia,  and  was  born 
in  1784.  At  a  very  early  age  lie  showed  a  decided 
preference  for  the  delightful  art  of  which  he  is  so 
great  an  ornament.  When  only  in  his  tenth  year, 
lie  was  a  proficient  on  the  violin  and  piano-forte  ; 
two  years  afterwards  he  enjoyed  the  instructions 
of  the  Celebrated  Zingarelli,  known  in  this  coun- 
try by  his  Romeo  et  GiuUett<t,  but  more  so  on  the 
continent  by  his  sublime  oratorio  La  Destruzione 
di  Gerusalemme.  So  well  did  the  youthful  artist 
correspond  to  the  zeal  of  his  master,  that,  at  the 
age  of  fifteen,  he  had  not  only  composed  numerous 
songs,  sonatas,  and  masses,  but  also  an  oratorio, 
which  obtained  him  considerable  credit.  He  after- 
wards turned  his  attention  to  church  music,  and 
completed  his  study  of  composition  under  the 
famed  Padro  Martini  ;  while,  at  the  same  time,  he 
devoted  himself  to  the  study  of  the  character  of 
different  instruments,  in  which  he  has  since  so 
ably  shown  his  proficiency. 

He  made  his  debut  as  an  opera  composer  in  the 
intermezzo  II  Poeta  in  Campagna,  which  intro- 
duced him  very  favourably  to  the  public  notice, 
and  shortly  after  he  was  admitted  a  member  of  the 
Philharmonic  Academy  at  Bologna.     Since  that 


period  he  has  composed  several  operas  of  various 
merit,  among  which  not  the  least  conspicuous  is 
the  serious  opera,  Enone  e  Paride,  which  was  pro- 
duced at  the  theatre  at  Leghorn.  A  peculiarity 
attending  this  opera  was,  that  the  greater  part  of 
it  was  composed  on  board  a  man-of-war,  which 
lay  off  the  port,  in  order  to  enable  the  Maestro  to 
escape  from  the  altercations  and  importunities  of 
the  singers.  In  addition  to  this,  he  composed  La 
Principessa  per  ripiego,  an  opera  buffa,  for  Rome; 
Le  Avventure  d?  una  Giornata,  for  Milan.  But 
none  of  his  operas  have  excited  such  general  ad- 
miration as  the  Teobaldo  ed  Isolina,  which  is  now 
familiar  to  all  the  theatres  in  Europe. 

Signor  Morlacchi  has  since  been  raised  to  the 
situation  of  first  Maestro  di  Capella  to  his  Majesty 
the  King  of  Saxony,  and  his  talents  have  been 
rewarded  with  the  honours  of  knighthood. 


ARGUMENT  OF  THE  JQPERA. 


jurg  and  Trom-    J 


The  two  noble  families  of  Altemburo 
burg  had  long  been  rivals  in  the  lists  of  ambition, 
and  had  lost  and  regained,  by  turns,  the  favour  of 
the  house  of  Misnia.  The  birth  of  Isolina.  daugh- 
ter of  Hermann,  of  Tromburg,  proved  the  means 
of  uniting  the  two  families  that  had  so  long  been 
foes.  She  was  promised  in  marriage  to  the  youth- 
ful Theobald,  son  of  Bohemond,  of  Altemburg ; 
but  Conrad,  brother  of  Hermann,  cherishes  a  mor- 
tal hatred  against  Bohemond,  who  had  rivalled  him 
in  the  affections  of  the  beautiful  Sigebertha,  of 
Weissenfeld.  He  stifles  his  vengeance  for  a  time 
in  his  bosom,  with  a  hope  that  an  opportunity  will 
be  offered  for  satiating  it.  Such  an  opportunity 
soon  presents  itself :  he  takes  Bohemond  by  sur- 
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prise  ;  murders  his  wife,  and  suborns  witnesses  to 
swear  that  they  had  seen  Bohemond  commit  the 
horrid  deed.  By  the  favour  of  his  prince,  the  pu- 
nishment of  death  to  which  he  is  in  consequence 
condemned,  is  commuted  into  banishment ;  his  es- 
tates are  divided,  and  the  castle  and  lands  of  Al- 
temburg  fall  to  the  lot  of  Conrad. 

Accompanied  by  Theobald,  and  Constantia,  his 
daughter,  Bohemond  seeks  shelter  in  the  territo- 
ries of  the  Duke  of  Franconia  ;  but  he  is  not  long 
allowed  to  taste  the  sweets  of  tranquillity.  Con- 
rad succeeds  by  his  arts  in  making  him  suspected 
by  the  Duke  of  a  secret  conspiracy.  He  is  ar- 
rested, and  Theobald,  in  defending  his  father,  falls 
severely  wounded,  and  is  left  for  dead.  Bohe- 
mond is  confined  with  his  daughter  in  a  dungeon  ; 
and,  by  a  secret  understanding  between  Conrad 
and  their  keeper,  they  are  left  to  perish  by  hunger. 
His  innocence  is,  however,  discovered  by  the  Duke, 
and  assistance  arrives  just  in  time  to  save  the  fa- 
ther ;  but  the  daughter  has  fallen  a  prey  to  her 
sufferings. 

In  the  meantime,  Theobald,  whose  life  has  been 
preserved  by  his  faithful  companion,  finding  his  fa- 
mily held  in  such  execration,  assumes  the  name  of 
Sigert.  He  becomes  a  soldier  of  fortune,  wan- 
ders over  the  whole  of  Germany,  and  acquires  great 
renown.  The  love  of  his  country  urges  him  to  re- 
visit Misnia,  where  a  war  has  broken  out  between 
the  Prince  and  the  Count  of  Thuringia.  Theobald 
is  desirous  of  serving  his  country,  which,  in  spite 
of  all  his  wrongs,  continues  dear  to  his  generous 
heart.  Besides,  the  oath  which  his  father  exacted 
from  him  in  his  exile,  leads  him  to  watch  for  an 
opportunity  of  revenging  himself  on  the  house  of 
Tromburg.  But,  during  this  period,  Conrad  has 
fallen  by  an  unknown  hand,  and  has  bequeathed 
his  possessions  to  Isolina  of  Altemburg. 

In  the  meantime,  chance  offers  to  the  view  of 
Theobald  the  most  lovely  of  the  maidens  of  Misnia. 


Her  manners  are  gentle  and  captivating ;  and  her 
sweet  voice,  and  skill  upon  the  harp,  give  her  an 
additional  charm  in  his  eyes.  He  becomes  en- 
amoured of  her,  and  contrives  to  steal  secretly  into 
the  garden,  where  she  wanders  alone.  He  repeats 
the  music  of  a  romance  which  he  has  heard  her 
sing,  with  words  expressive  of  his  feelings.  She 
overhears,  and  admires  him  ;  they  meet  and  declare 
their  mutual  affection.  Theobald  is  confounded 
on  discovering,  in  the  object  of  his  love,  the  daugh- 
ter of  the  Lord  of  Tromburg  :  should  he  discover 
himself,  he  would  become  an  object  of  horror :  he 
is  compelled  at  once  to  love  and  detest  her. 

Meanwhile  he  sets  out  for  the  field  ;  a  terrible 
and  decisive  battle  rages  ;  Hermann  of  Tromburg, 
who  commands  the  troops  of  Misnia,  is  overpow- 
ered by  numbers,  wounded,  and  made  prisoner. 
A  Knight  rushes  to  his  defence,  breaks  through 
the  thickest  of  the  enemy,  rallies  the  retreating 
troops,  and  turns  the  fortune  of  the  field.  Victory 
favours  the  arms  of  Hermann,  but  the  unknown 
Knight  has  disappeared  without  waiting  to  receive 
the  generous  acknowledgments  of  the  chief. 

Isolina  celebrates  the  victory,  and  the  return  of 
her  father  to  Altemburg,  by  a  tournament,  to  which 
all  the  most  celebrated  Knights  are  invited.  It  is 
at  this  point  that  the  action  of  the  Opera  opens. 


ATTO  I 


SCENA  I. 

Sala  dei  Cavalieri  nel  Palazzo  d'  Altemburgo, 
armature,  e  trqfei,  eke  alV  intorno  si  veggono 
appese,  sono  intreciate  di  ghirlande  dy  alloro. 

Cavalieri,  ed  amici  dei  Tromburga ;  i  primarj 
vassalli  attendono  Ermanno  :  egli  comparisce 
con  Geraldo,  Clemenza,  e  varie  Damigelle 
con  corono  d'  allore. 

Coro.  Da'  tuoi  figli,  dagli  amici, 

Da'  vassalli  tuoi  felici, 

Voti,  omaggi,  affetti,  onori, 

Deh,  tu  accogli  in  si  bel  di. 
CLE.  All'  eroe,  che  degli  allori 

Sotto  i  serti  incanuti. 
Ger.  Al  miglior  dei  genitori, 

Che  pei  figli  amor  senti. 
Col  Coro.    Ad  Ennanno  tutti  i  cori, 

Han  sacrato  un  si  bel  di. 
Erm.  Dopo  barbare  vicende, 

Dalle  pugne,  dai  perigli, 

Alia  patria,  al  sen  dei  figli 

E  pur  dolce  il  ritornar  ! 
Ah  !  di  pace  di  contento 

Sento  P  alma  respirar ! 
Coro.  Si  di  pace,  di  contento 

Torni  1'  alma  a  respirar. 

SCENA  II. 

Suono  di  Trombe  ripetuto  ;  inde  vivace  lontana 
marziale  musica  precede,   e  accompagna   la 


ACT  I, 


SCEN 


Hall  of  the  Knights  in  the  Palace  of  Altemburg ; 
arms,  trophies,  and  standards  are  suspended 
round  the  walls,  interwoven  with  garlands  of 
laurel. 

Knights,  vassals  of  the  house  of  Tromburg ; 
Hermann  appears  with  Geraldo,  Clemen- 
za,  and  various  maidens  bearing  crowns  of 
laurel. 

Cho.     From  thy  children,  from  thy  friends, 
And  from  thy  happy  followers, 
Our  vows,  our  homage,  love,  and  honour, 
Receive  on  a  blest  day  like  this. 

CLE.    To  the  brave  hero  who  beneath 

His  shadowing  laurels  has  grown  gray. 

Ger.    To  him,  the  best  of  fathers,  to  him 

Who  for  his  children  feels  such  love. 

With  \  To  Hermann  do  the  hearts  of  all 

Cho.    )      A  day  so  happy  consecrate. 

Her.    After  such  dread  vicissitudes 

Of  battles  and  of  perils  past, 
How  sweet  to  visit  once  again 
Our  country  and  our  much-loved  children! 
Ah  !  with  returning  peace  and  joy, 
I  feel  my  bosom  breathe  again  ! 

Cho.     Yes,  with  returning  peace,  with  joy 
His  soul  delights  to  breathe  again. 

SCENE  II. 

Repea  ted  sounds  of  trumpets ;  afterwards,  distan  t 
warlike  music,  preceded  by  a  march  of  Knights 
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marcia  dei  Cavalieri  del  torneo,  in  differenti 
armature  distinti,  e  da?  loro  Scudieri  seguiti; 
Ermanno,  Geroldo,  i  Cavalieri  vanno  loro 
alV  incontro  ;  Clemenza,  le  giovani  Dame 
poi  li  accolgono  e  onorano. 

Coro.    Ma  i  signali  gia  eccheggiano  all'  aere ; 

Del  torneo  gia  i  campioni  s'  avanzano ; 
Ecco  i  prodi  die  intrepidi  accorrono 
A  dar  prove  d'  ardir,  di  valor  ! 
Gloria,  ai  prodi,  splendor  della  Patria, 
De'  nemici,  degli  empj  terror! — 
La  vittoria  costante  v'  arrida, 
Vi  sorrida  propizio  V  amor. 

Ermano,  Clemenza,  Geraldo,  e  il  Coro. 

Del  canto  bardico, 
Dolce  la  lode 
E  ognora  al  nobile 
Cuore  del  prode ; 
Al  suo  valore 
Digna  merce. 
Ma  baci  ottiene 
Quella  corona, 
Che  il  caro  bene 
Sul  campo  dona, 
Pegno  d'  amore, 
Segno  di  fe. 
Erm.  Cavalieri,  oh !  di  quanto 
Accresce  il  mio  contento  in  si  bel  giorno, 
II  vedere  a  me  in  torn  o 
De'  prodi  il  fiore!  Che  a  guerrier  canuto 
Grato  e  cerchio  d'  eroi ! 

Ger.  L'  alta  tua  fama 

Sull  Elba  appunto  ad  onorarti  chiama, 
O  illustre  padre  mio,  tanti  stranieri, 
Valorosi  guerrieri. 

Cle.  Al  gran  torneo 

Che  a  tua  gloria  si  celebra,  V  amore 
Guidera  tanti  eroi :  gia  piu  d'  un  cuore 
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to  the  tournament,  distinguished  by  their  dif- 
ferent armour,  and  followed  by  their  Squires ; 
Hermann,  Geraldo,  and  Knights  go  to  meet 
him;  Clemenza  and  Maidens  render  their 
honours. 

Cho.     Hark  !  the  signal  sounds  upon  the  breeze; 
Thechampionsofthetournamentadvance; 
Lo!  with  what  zeal  these  warriors  haste 
To  give  proof  of  zeal  and  valour  ! 
Glory  to  the  brave,  our  country's  pride, 
The  foeman's  dread,  the  traitor's  terror  ! 
On  you  shall  favouring  victory  smile, 
And  all  the  gentle  powers  of  love. 

Hermann,  Clemenza,  Geraldo,  and  Chorus. 

Sweet  is  the  praise 

By  bards  bestowed  ; 

Sweet  to  the  warrior's 

Conscious  heart, 

The  noble  meed 

To  valour  due ! 
The  crown  with  kisses 

Is  impressed, 

Which  the  fair  maiden's 

Hand  bestows, 

Token  of  love 

And  of  faith. 

Her.  O,  Knights,  with  what 
Sweet  joy  my  bosom  g^lows  on  this  blest  day, 
At  seeing  thus  around  me 
The  followers  of  the  brave!      How  grateful  to 
The  aged  chief,  the  sight  of  youthful  warriors. 

Ger.  The  fame  thou  didst  obtain  upon  the  Elbe, 
Illustrious  father,  bids  these  warriors  come 
To  honour  thee. 

Cle.  To  the  grand  tournament, 

Which  to  thy  praise  we  celebrate  ;  will  love 
Lead  many  heroes  : — many  a  heart  already 
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Per  Isolina  figlia  tua  sospira, 
Ed  alia  destra  aspira  dell'  amata 
Erede  di  Altemburgo. 

Erm*  Oh!   sventurata 

Fainiglia  d'  Altemburgo ! 

Ger.  E  i  tuoi  nemici 

Rei,  distrutti  campiangi  ? 

Erm.  Han  gP  infelici 

Dritto  ognora  a  pieta. 

Ger.  Ma  gli  Altemburgi 

Sempre  odiaro  i  Tromburgi. 

CLE.  E  quel  Boemondo 

Che  assassino  la  sua  consorte  ? — 

Ger.  E  puoi 

Tu  sentirne  pieta ! 

Erm.  Ma  i  figli  suoi  ?— 

Costanza,  ancor  bambina,  [a  Gerald. 

Venne  a  te  destinata,  ed  Isolina 
Al  leggiadro  Tebaldo.     I  sacri  nodi 
D'  augurati  imenei 
Doveano  unir  in  sospirata  pace, 
In  amista  verace  due  famiglie, 
Le  piu  illustri  e  possenti. 
Io  lo  sperai — ma  invan. 

Ger.  L'  alto  delitto 

Del  perfido  Boemondo — 

Erm.  Ei  fu  proscritto, 

Gli  immensi  beni  suoi 
Divise  il  Prence,  e  al  mio  fratel  Gorrado 
Altemburgo  dono  ;  Corrado  estinto 
Giacque  da  ignota  mano,  ed  ei  morendo, 
Lo  lasci6  ad  Isolina. 

Cle.  E  ben  tremendo 

Fu  il  destin  di  Boemonda. 

Erm.  Ei  nelli  torri 

Peri  del  Duca  di  Franconia,  a  cui 
Dovea  ospitalita,  ch'  egli  tradiva  ; 
Spiro  sulle  sue  ciglia 
Di  stenti  e  affanni  P  infelice  figlia. 

Cle.  E  Teobaldo— 
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For  thy  fair  daughter,  Isolina,  sighs  ; 
And  to  the  hand  aspires  of  the  beloved 
Heiress  of  Altemburg. 

Her.  Alas  !  love,  hopeless 

The  family  of  Altemburg! 

Ger.  And  dost  thou 

Thy  guilty  foes  thus  pity  ? 

Her.  The  unhappy 

Still  claim  our  pity. 

Ger.  But  the  Altemburgs 

Have  always  hated  Tromburg's  house. 

Cle.  That  Bohemond, 

Who  killed  his  faithful  consort — 

Ger.  And  canst  thou 

Feel  pity  for  them  ? 

Her.  Recollect  his  children  ! 

Constantia,  when  but  a  child, 
Was  destined  for  thyself;  and  Isolina 
To  gallant  Theobald.     The  sacred  bonds 
Of  nuptials  thus  auspiciously  commenced, 
We  hoped  would  join  in  long- wished  peace, 
And  lasting  amity,  two  families, 
The  most  illustrious  and  powerful ; 
I  hoped  it — but  in  vain. 

Ger.  The  deep  guilt  of  the  treacherous  Bohe- 
mond — 

Her.  He   was   proscribed,   and   his   immense 
possessions 
The  prince  divided  ;  to  my  brother,  Conrad, 
Came  Altemburg  by  lot ;  but  Conrad  fell, 
Struck  by  some  unknown  hand  ;  and,  dying, 
Left  it  to  Isolina. 

Cle.  Dread,  indeed, 

The  destiny  of  Bohemond. 

Her.  He  perished 

In  the  deep  dungeons  of  the  Duke ;  from  whom 
He  claimed  that  hospitality,  which  was  betrayed ; 
With  famine  and  with  grief  his  hopeless  daughter 
Expired  upon  her  wretched  father's  breast. 

Cle.  And  Theobald— 
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Erm.  Ei  pere  cercando  invano 
Difendere  il  suo  padr.e.     Oh,  il  giovanetto 
Delle  belle  speranze ! — 

Ger.  Ecco,  Isolina  a  noi  s'  appressa. 

Erm.  Oh,  cara  figlia! — 

Cle.  E  come, 

Al  suo  apparir,  de'  prodi,  adoratori, 
Tutti  a  lei  volti  sono  i  voti,  i  cuori. 

SCENA  III. 

Paggi,  Donne ;  fra  quale  Isolina,  e  detti. 

Coro.        Bella  stella  mattutina 

E  Isolina ; 
Delia  rosa  dell'  Aprile 

Piu  gentile  ; 
Puro  giglio  di  candore 

E  il  suo  cuore  : 
Oh !  mortale  avventuroso 
Che  a  lei  sposo  un  di  sara  ! 
D'  ogni  prode  Cavaliere 

Tu  il  pensiere  ; 

Alia  gloria  per  te  aspira, 

Te  sospira ; 
Isolina  e  il  dolce  oggetto 

D'  ogni  affetto  ; 
Oh !  mortale  avventuroso 
Che  a  te  sposo  un  di  sara! 
Isol  Oh!  come  lieto  il  cor, 

Omai  vicino  a  te, 

Amato  genitor, 

D'  insolito  piacer  brillar  mi  sento ! 
II  ciel,  natura,  amor, 

Tutto  d'  intorno  a  me 

Sorride  in  si  bel  di  ; 

E  incanto  lusinghier  il  mie  contento. 
Spiegarti  il  cor  non  sa 

La  sua  f'elicita. 
Coro.       Felice  ognor  cosi 

Serbarti  il  ciel  vorra ! 
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Her.  He  perished  in  the  attempt 

To  save  his  father.     Oh  !  he  was  a  youth 
Of  such  fair  hopes  ! 

Ger.  See,  Isolina  comes  this  way. 

Her.  Ahl  my  loved  daughter  ! 

Cle.  Ah,  see  how 

At  her  approach  the  vows  and  hopes  of  all 
Her  brave  admirers  are  turned  towards  her1 

SCENE  III. 

Pages,  Maidens;  among  them  is   Isolina  and 
the  above. 

•Cho.         Bright  as  day's  fair  harbinger 

Comes  Isolina  forth  ; 
Than  the  fair  rose  of  April, 

How  far  more  sweet : 
Her  heart  of  candour 

Is  the  lily  pure. 
O  happy  shall  that  mortal  be 
Who  one  day  calls  her  his  ! 
The  thought  of  thee 
Swells  every  noble  warrior's  breast; 
The  sigh  of  glory  and  renown 
Mingles  with  every  sigh  for  thee  ; 
The  object  sweet  is  Isolina, 
Of  every  bosom's  love. 

Iso.      O  how  happy  is  this  heart, 

When  near  to  thee, 

Thou  best  of  fathers  ! 

My  bosom  beats  with  more  than  usual  joy! 
The  heavens,  the  face  of  nature,  love, 

How  every  thing  around 

Smiles  on  a  day  so  blest  as  this  ; 

Imparting  double  zest  to  every  joy. 
My  heart  cannot  in  language  find 

Words  to  give  utterance  to  its  joy. 

Cho.    May  heaven  for  ever  guard  thy  heart, 
And  keep  thee  happy  as  to-day! 
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Aria. 

Diletto  immagine 
Del  caro  oggetto 
Per  cui  mi  palpita 
II  cor  nel  petto, 
Fra  le  ritorte 
D'un  puro  affetto, 
Per  te  quest'  anima, 
Esultera. 
Nella  piu  barbara, 
Avversa  sorte, 
Ai  numi  il  giuro, 
Nemen  la  morte 
Da  ti  divider  mi 
Mai  non  potra. 
Isol.  Cavalieri,  una  figlia,  del  suo  padre, 
Ne  festeggia  il  ritorno  sospirato  ; 
E  questo  cuore,  o  prodi,  e  a  voi  ben  grato, 
Che,  al  mio  invito,  accorreste 
A  celebrar  del  padre  la  vittoria. 

Erm.  Io  non  mi  usurpo  la  gloria  ? — a  sconosciuto 
Giovine  eroe  n'e  Palto  onor  dovuto  ; 
Nell'  ultima  battaglia  ei  solo  vinse  ; 
Da  marte  mi  difese,  [dentro. 

E  gloria,  e  vita,  e  liberta  mi  rese.       [Trombe  di 
Eccole  trombe  !  Cavalieri,  al  torneo  ! 
Vieni,  Isolina  ;  dalla  tua  mano  attende 
II  prode  vincitor  V  ambito  serto. 

Isol.   (Ah,  il  vincitore  sara  Sigerto  l)[partono. 

SCENA  IV. 

Geraldo  ritorna  con  uno  Scudiere,  che  glipre- 
senta  unfoglio. 

Ger.  E  che  brami,  o  Scudier  ? — che  rechi  ? — 
un  foglio ! — 
Del  nostro  fido  Erberto! — qual  mistero  ! — 
Che!  sarebbe  mai  vero  ? 

[Mostra  fremito,  sorpresa. 
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Air. 

Image  beloved 

Of  the  dear  object 
For  which  my  bosom 
Beats  so  fondly, 
Amid  the  bonds 
Of  gentle  love 
For  thee  this  bosom 
Shall  exult. 
Not  the  most  barbarous 
Adverse  fate 
By  the  powers  I  swear 
Not  death  itself 
Shall  e'er  divide  me 

From  my  love.  L^ay> 

Iso.  My  friends,  a  duteous  daughter  comes  this 
To  celebrate  her  father's  wish'd  return. 
To  you  I  owe  great  gratitude,  brave  warriors, 
Since  at  my  invitation  ye  have  hastened 
To  celebrate  my  father's  victory. 

Her.  Such  glory  I  claim  not : — to  an  unknown 
And  youthful  hero  the  high  honour's  due  ; 
His  valour  turned  the  fortune  of  the  fight ; 
From  death  his  single  arm  delivered  me, 
And  gave  me  glory,  life,  and  liberty. 

[Trumpets from  within. 
Hark  !  the  trumpet  sounds  !  [lina, 

Knights,  onward  to  the  tournament !     Come,  Iso- 
The  noble  conqueror  from  thy  hand  awaits 
The  wreath  of  triumph,  doubly  sweet  from  thee. 
Iso.  (Ah !  may  my  Sigert  prove  that  conqueror !) 

[exeunt. 

SCENE  IV. 

A  Squire  presents  Gerald  with  a  letter. 

Ger.    What   would'st  thou   with   me  ? — what 
bring'st  thou  ? — a  letter  ! — 
'Tisfrom  our  faithful  Herbert.   What  mystery  this  ? 
And  can  it  then  be  true  ? —  [  With  surprise  8$  rage. 
b2 
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L'  empio  vivrebbe  ancor  ? — Guerrieri  armati 

Nelle  vicine  selve — rei  disegni ! 

Prevengansi  le  trame  degli  indegni.        [partono. 

SCENA  V. 

//  Castello  <P  Altemburgo. — Piazza  deltorneo. — 
Ermanno,  Isolina,  Geraldo,  Clemenza, 
Cavalieri,  Damigelle  e  Jinito  it  torneo.  11 
Cavalier  vincitore  in  mezzo,  la  sua  visiera 
fermata,  aha  la  spada  ;  il  popolo  lo  circonda 
in  trasporto  di  gioja.  L?  avversario  e  a  suoi 
piedi. 

Coro.    Di  tanti  prodi  al  vincitore 

Si  cantin  lodi,  si  renda  onore, 
L'  eroe  si  celebra  di  nostra  eta. 
L'  alto  splendore  di  sua  vittoria, 
Tanto  valore,  si  bella  gloria, 
L'  oinbra  de'  secoli  non  coprira. 

[Ermanno  s'accosta  alCavalier  vincitore ,il  quale 
guarda  Jissamente  Isolina,  die  e  vivamente 
commossa ;  tutti  Jissano  il  vincitore. 

Erm.  Or  tu,  sopra  ogni  lode, 
Illustre  Cavalier,  t'  avanza,  e  porgi 
A  me  la  destra  vincitrice,  stringi 
Questa  che  allorie  di  gia  colse,  e  vieni 
A  ricevere  il  premio  ben  dovuto 
Al  tuo  raro  valore. 

Cav.  (Ah,  frenati,  o  mio  core  !) 

Isol.  (Oh  quale,  in  petto  palpito  a  quelP  aspetto!) 

Erm.  L'  eroe  corona  or  tu,  Isolina. 

Cav.   (Oh  istante !) 

Erm.  Palesa  il  nome  tuo,  scopri  il  sembiante. 

Cav.  A  te  ignoto  non  e  Sigerto. 

[II  Cavaliere  alza  la  visiera,  si  scopre  Te- 
obaldo  sotto  il  nome  di  Sigerto. 
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And  does  the  wretch  still  live  ? — armed  warriors 

too! 
And  in  the  neighbouring  woods ! — some  guilty  plot ! 
Let  us  prevent  the  treachery  of  these  villains. 

[exeunt* 

SCENE  V. 

Exterior  of  the  Castle  of  Altemburg — the  lists 
of  the  tournament — Hermann,  Isolina,  Ge- 
rald, Clemenz  a, Knights,  Ladies,  and  spec- 
tators. The  tournament  has  just  concluded ; 
in  the  centre  stands  the  victorious  Knight ;  his 
vizor  is  closed;  he  brandishes  his  sword;  at 
his  feet  lies  his  adversary — the  people  hail  him 
with  acclamations. 

Let  all  the  brave  hail  with  acclaim 
The  victor,  and  give  honours  due 
To  him,  the  heir  of  our  age  ; 
The  bright  fame  of  his  victory, 
His  matchless  valour  and  crown, 
The  shades  of  time  shall  ne'er  obscure. 

[Hermann  salutes  the  victorious  Knight;  the 
latter  keeps  his  eyes  constantly  fixed  upon  Iso- 
lina, who  betrays  the  most  lively  emotion ;  all 
gaze  upon  the  conqueror. 

Her.  O  thou  who  dost  our  praises  far  exceed, 
Illustrious  Knight,  advance  ;  extend  to  me 
That  conquering  hand ;  embrace  the  maiden,  she 
Whose  hand  hath  wreath'd  a  laurel  crown  for  thee ; 
Come,  and  receive  the  meed  so  justly  due 
To  valor  rare  as  thine. 

Kn.  (Restrain  thyself,  my  heart,  at  the  sight  of 
him.) 

Iso.  How  does  this  bosom  throb! 

Her.  Behold  the  victor!  crown  him,  Isolina. 

Kn.   (O,  what  a  moment  this  !) 

Her.  Disclose  thy  name — unveil  thy  face. 

[The  Knight  raises  his  vizor,  and  Theobald 
is  discovered,  under  the  name  of  Sigert. 
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Isol.   (Lo  riconosce.)    (Oh,  Dio!) 
Erm.   II  mio  liberator  ! — 
Isol.  (L'  idolo  mio! 

Teb.        Si  ravvisa  quel  guerriero 
Qui  propizia  fu  la  sorte, 
Che  a'  nemici,  ed  allamorte, 
Involarti  un  di  pote. 
I  Due  Cavalieri  recano  una  spada,  e  la  corona  d? 
alloro  ;  Isolina  la  presenta  a  Teobaldo. 

I  so.  Questo  brando,  questo  serto, 

Ti  ram  men  ti  ognor  del  di, 
E  la  man  che  a  te  1'  offn, 
Teb.        Mai  scordar  potrd  tal  di ; 

Baccio  il  brando,  questo  serto, 
E  la  man  che  a  me  le  offri. 

Quando,  o  core,  a  te  ridenti 

Splenderau  del  sole  i  rai 

Conpiacer  ti  sovverai 

Di  quel  nembo  che  passo 

La  mia  gioja  in  quel  momento 

Con  l'amor  dividero. 
Coro.  Tutto  cede,  o  noi  contenti 

Ai  desir  de'  nostri  cor. 
Teb.  Ah  si,  di  nuova  speme 

Un  raggio  ancor  risplende 

II  cor  che  opresso  geme 

Felice  appien  sara 

E  tante  rie  vicende 

La  gioja  splendera. 
Erm.  Oh  •  torna  a  questo  seno,  invitto  eroe. 
Geraldo,  Isolina,  abbracciate, 

II  prode  mio  liberatore,  il  fratel  vostro.    [partono. 

SCENA  VL 

Recinto  solitario  nel  Castello. 

Boemondo,  solo. 

Boe.  Tutto  e  silenzio  :  abbaudonato  e  il  loco, 
Sacro  alia  pace  degli  estinti. — Accorsi 
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Kn.  Sigert  to  thee  is  not  unknown. 

ISO.  {Recognising  him.)  Ob,  heavens  ! 

Her.  Oh,  my  deliverer ! 

I  so.  Idol  of  my  heart ! 

Theo.  Yes !  behold  the  warrior  here, 

To  whom  fate  has  proved  propitious  ; 
Who  from  thy  enemies,  from  death, 
Was  once  so  happy  as  to  rescue  thee. 

[Knights  bring  a  sword  and  a  crown  of  laurel. 
Iso lin  a  presents  them  to  Theobald. 

When,  my  heart,  shall  illumine  thee 
One  genial  ray  of  sunshine, 
Then  wilt  thou  think  with  pleasure 
On  the  clouds  that  are  passed  away ; 
Then,  then  is  the  moment 
Of  joy  and  love. 

Cho.     Every  thing  combines  to  meet 
The  wishes  of  our  hearts. 

Theo.  Ah,  yes!  of  new-born  hope 

A  ray  once  more  breaks  forth ; 
The  heart  so  long  oppressed 
Shall  yet  know  content, 
And,  to  so  many  sorrows, 
Joy,  pure  joy,  shall  succeed. 

Iso.      Let  this  sword,  this  laurel  wreath, 
Recall  the  memory  of  this  day— ■ 
And  of  the  hand  that  offered  it. 

Theo.  Ah,  ne'er  shall  I  forget  this  day  ! 

I  kiss  the  sword,  the  laurel  wreath, 
And  the  dear  hand  that  offers  them. 
Her,  Come  to  this  bosom  my  unconquered  hero ; 

Geraldo,Isolina,  come  embrace  my  brave  deliverer; 

Love  him  a  brother.  [exeunt. 

SCENE  VI. 

A  solitary  spot  near  the  Castle. 

Bohemond  alone. 

Boh.  'Tis  silence  all — deserted  is  this  spot, 
The  calm  asylum  of  the  peaceful  dead. 
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Tutti  sono  alia  festa  ;  1*  odioso 
Tumultone  rimbomba 

Sin  tia  quest'  ombre,  e  grave  al  cor  mi  piomba. 
Abborrito  nemico!  tu  trionfi,  le  tue  glorie  festeggi ; 
E  nello  stesso  avito  mio  soggiorno, 
Da  cui  scacciato  un  giorno, 
E  colla  iniame  taccia  d'assassino — 
E  assassino  di  chi !   Sposa  adorata! 
Io,  che  ti  piango  ognora,  io  che  sospiro, 
Gia  da  tre  lustri,  fremo  ! — allora 
Felice  sposo,  lieto  padre. — Ed  ora  !  — 
Isolato  sulla  terra 

Tutto  omai  per  me  fin! ; 

Freddo  marrao,  oh  Dio!  rinserra 

Quanto  a  me  fu  caro  un  di ; 
Sposa,  a  more,  figli,  onore 

Vil  nemico  a  me  rapi. 
Per  le  segrete  sotterranee  vie, 
Che,  dalle  tombe  di  quel  tempio,  in  seno 
Conducono  de'  monti, 
Tu  sugli  indegni  piomberai. — Gia  pronti 
La,  tutti  i  fidi  miei. — Ma  chi  s'  avanza ! — 
Un  gueriero ! — eh  che  mai  ? — s'  osservi. 

SCENA  VII. 

Teobaldo,  Boemondo  in  disparte. 

Teb.  Tu  m'  involai  agli  applausi,  alia  gioja 
Ad  Isolina;  ella  dell'  amor  suo  lieto  mi  fece. 
Qui  mi  chiamava  il  core, 
11  piu  dolce  dovere. 

Boe  (A  quell'  aspetta 

Tutta  P  alma  si  scosse !) 

Teb.  Io  ti  riveggo, 

Recesso  augusto!  piante  venerande, 
Agli  avi  miei  sacrate,  io  vi  saluto ; 
Io  vi  reco  de'  miseri  il  tributo, 
Sospir,  lagrime,  e  baci — e  v'  adoro. 


All  to  the  feast  are  gone  ;  its  hated  tumult 
In  distant  murmurs  breaks  upon  these  shades, 
And  falls  upon  my  heart  how  heavily. 
Abhorred  foe  !  thou  triumph' st,  thou  dost  vaunt 
Thy  glories  ;   I  in  this  my  old  abode, 
From  which  I  was  unjustly  chased  away, 
And  branded  with  a  foul  assassin's  name- 
Assassin  !  and  of  whom  ?     Ah,  spouse  adored  ! 
I  who  have  constant  wept  and  sighed  for  thee 
Now  three  last  suns — how  I  shudder  ! — once 
A  happy  spouse,  a  joyful  father! — 
Now  solitary  here  on  earth, 

A  stranger  to  all  peace  and  joy  ; 

For  this  cold  marble  does  enshrine 

All  that  was  so  dear  to  me. 
My  spouse,  my  love,  my  children  honour'd, 

A  ruffian's  hand  has  stolen  from  me. 
The  sacred  subterranean  path, 
Which  from  this  cemetery  leads 
Out  to  the  bosom  of  the  mountains,  I 
Will  follow  and  surprise  the  wretches.    E'en  now 
My  friends  await  me.     But  who  comes  this  way  ? 
A  knight !  what  brings  him  hither  ? — I'll  observe. 

SCENE  VII. 

Theobald;  Bohemotxd  from  aside. 

Theo.  From  the  applauses  I  have  stolen  away, 
And  from  the  feast,  to  find  my  Isolina  ; 
Ah,  she  has  made  me  happy  by  her  love, 
The  voice  of  duty  whispered  to  my  heart 
To  seek  this  spot. 

Boh.  (How  at  the  view  of  him 

My  sould  is  moved  !) 

Theo.  I  visit  thee  once  more, 

Sacred  retreat !      Ye  venerable  woods 
Erst  by  my  fathers  hallowed,  I  salute  ye ; 
I  bring  to  you  the  tribute  of  tiie  wretched, 
Sighs,  tears,  and  the  fond  kiss  of  grief. 
Oh,  then  all  hail ! 
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Boe.  (Che  fa  adesso — e  che  mai  ? 
Quel  pianto  ! — quell'  affanno  ?) 
Teb.  Ombre  dilette  !  pace  a  voi. 
Boe.  M'  inganno!  il  suon  di  quella  voce — 
Teb.  O  caro  padre  ' 
Boe.  del'- 

Teb.  Boemondo ! 

Boe.  Teobaldo! 

Teb.  E  chi !— Gran  Dio  I  che  miro ! 

Boe.  Edessoi  ohfiglio! 
Teb.  Ah  padre  mio ! — tu  vivi  ? 

BoE.  Ancor  ti  stringo  al  seno  ! 
Teb.  Qual  giorno  di  contento  e  mai  questo ! 

Boe.  Oh,  si — ne  a  caso 
Ci  riunisce  il  ciel.     Si,  ascolto  ;  omai 
I  giuramenti  tuoi  compir  potrai, 
E  le  nostre  vendette. 

Teb.  Come  ?  e  forse  ! 

Boe.  Del  nuovo  dl  la  luce  piu  non  vedranno, 
I  nostri  orgogliosi  nemici ; 
La'  odiata  stirpe  estinguerem. 

Teb.  Che  dice?  (Ohime!)  Padre  e  t' esponi — 

gia !  mai ! 
Boe.  Assicurato  e  el  colpo ;  estinto  ognun  mi 
crede. 
Infra  1'  orrore  della  notte  vicina 
Tutti  le  spegnerem. 

Teb.  (Cielo!  ed  Isolina!) 
[Boemondo  cava  un  pugnale,  e  lo  mostra  a  Teb. 

Duetto. 

Questo  acciaro,  che  del  sangue 
Di  tua  madre  e  Unto  ancora, 
Ch'  io  bagnai  di  pianto  ognora, 
Che  serbava  al  tuo  furor. — 
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Boh.  (What  means  he  ?  what's  he  doing  ? 

What  means  this  grief,  and  whence  these  tears?) 

Theo.  Beloved  shades  !  all  hail  ! 

Boh.  Am  1  deceived  ? 

That  voice ! 

Theo.     O  loved  father. 

Boh.  O  heavens  ! 

Theo.  Bohemond! 

Boh.  What,  Theobald ! 

Theo.  What  do  I  hear  ?  good  heavens,  what 
do  I  see  ? 

Boh.  ("Recognising  his  son,  he  raises  his  vizor 
and  embraces  him  J     Yes,  'tis  my  son,  my  son  ! 

Theo.  Oh,  my  dear  father!  art  thou  then  alive  ? 

Boh.  And  do  I  press  thee  to  this  heart  once 
more  ? 

Theo.  Oh,  what  a  day  of  joy  and  transport  this ! 

Boh.  Ah,  yes,  my  son,  now  does  kind  heaven 
Unite  us  by  mere  chance.    Exult  my  son,  for  now 
Thou  mayest  fulfil  the  oath  once  pledged  to  me, 
And  our  revenge — 

Theo.  .  What  sayest  ? — and  must  I  ? 

Boh.  Yes,  by  to-morrow's  light  our  haughty  foes 
Shall  disappear  from  off  the  earth  ;  we  will  extir- 
pate the 
Whole  odious  race ! 

Theo.  What  dost  thou  say  ?   (ah,  me!) 

Father,  explain  thyself;  what  here ! — but  if — 

Boh.  The  blow  is  certain  ;  all  believe  me  dead. 
Amidst  the  darkness  of  the  coming  night 
We  will  destroy  them  all. 

Theo.  (O  heavens  !  and  Isolina !) 

[Bohemond  draws  a  dagger  and  shows 
it  to  Theobald. 

Duet. 

Boh.    This  dagger  which  thou  seest,  is  stained 
With  thy  dear  mother's  sacred  gore, 
Which  I  have  ever  bathed  with  tears, 
And  for  the  hour  of  vengeance  kept, 
c 
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La  tua  destra  or  lo  brandisca, 

E  punisca  il  traditor. 
Teb.         QuelF  acciar,  quel  caro  sangue 

Cela,  o  padre,  a'  sguardi  miei, 

lo  resister  non  saprei, 

All'  orrore,  al  mio  dolor. 
Ah  !  pietade  io  ti  farei, 

Se  legessi  in  questo  cor. 
Boe.        Pera  Ermanno  ! 
Teb.  (Svetiturato !) 

Boe.        E  i  suoi  figli — 
Teb.  I        I  figli  suoi — 

Boe.        Cadan  sotto  a'  colpi  tuoi. 
Teb.  Ma— Isoliua— 

(E  come  r  ed  io  !) 
Boe.  Tremi  ?  fremi  ? 

Teb.        Padre  !-  (Oh,  Dio  !)  Ella  ! 
Boe.  Ebben. 

Teb.        M'  uccide-io  V  auio. 
Boe.  Come  ?  e  ardisci! 

Teb.        Mi  punisce! 
Boe.  Quale  orror  ! 

a  2. 
Vidi  un  raggio  di  contento ; 

Come  rapido  spari  ! 

Le  mie  pene,  oh,  Dio!  lo  sento — 

Finiranno  co  miei  di, 

Padre  ! 
Boe.  Va;  non  ho  piu  figlio, 

Al  rossore  io  t'  abbandono. 
Teb.        Si,  che  figlio  ancor  ti  sono  ; 

Non  ti  lascio  in  tal  periglio. 
Boe  Segui  dunque  i  passi  miei ! 

Teb.  Ma,  Signor,  pieta  di  lei. 

Boe.        Qual  pieta  trovo  tua  in  ad  re  i 

L'  implorai  per  essa  anch'  io  ; 

Ma  lo  vedi !        [gli  mostra  il  pugnale. 
Teb.   (prendendolo   con    disperazione.)     Porgi! 

Si — la  vittima  infelice,       [(Oh,  Dio!) 

Questo  acciaro  svenera. 
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Thine  own  right  hand  shall  brandish  it, 
And  wreck  thy  vengeance  on  the  traitor. 

Theo.  That  dagger,  that  sacred  gore, 

Conceal  it,  father,  from  my  sight : 
The  horror,  the  o'erwhelming  grief, 
It  does  awaken,  how  support. 
Ah,  it  would  thy  pity  waken 

Couldst  thou  but  read  this  heart  of  mine. 

Boh.   Let  Hermann  die ! 

Theo.  (Unhappy  man !) 

Boh.   His  children  too. 

Theo.  Ah,  what !  his  children  ? 

Boh.    Yes,  let  them  fall  beneath  thy  blow. 

Theo.  But — Isoliria — (I — this  hand — ) 

Boh.   And  dost  thou  shrink  ? — clost  hesitate  ? 

Theo.  Ah,  father1   (heavens  0     But  she — 

Boh.    Well! 

Theo.  Kill  me  ! — for  I  love  her. 

Boh.    Love  her! — and  darest  thou  ? 

Theo.  Ah,  wreck  thy  fury  on  me! 

Boh.  O  horror! 

a  2. 
I  saw  a  ray  of  joy  appear ; 

But  ah,  how  rapidly  it  vanished, 
The  bitter  anguish  that  I  feel, 

0  heavens  !  will  shortly  end  my  days. 
Theo.  O  father! 

Boh.  Hence !  I  have  no  sons. 

I  leave  thee  to  thy  guilty  flame. 
Theo.  Yes  ;  thou  shalt  find  me  still  thy  son. 

1  will  not  leave  thee  in  such  peril. 
Boh,   Then  follow  thou  my  steps  at  once  ! 
Theo.  But,  sir,  have  pity  on  the  maid. 
Boh.    What  pity  did  thy  mother  find  ? 

Did  I  not  too  implore  for  her  ? 
But  look  at  this  !   [shows  him  the  dagger. 
Theo.    (seizing  it  with  desperation.)  Ah  give  it 
Here  !     (O  heavens  !) 

Yes — to  the  victim's  heart  this  steel 
Shall  strike  in  vengeance  home. 
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a  2. 

Ombre  terribili, 

Paghe  sarete ; 
Sangue  chiedete, 

Si  versera. 
Teb.  (Sarai  tu  vittima 

Povero  cuore, 

D'  un  implacabile 

Fatalita.) 
Boe.  E  sulle  vittime 

Piombi  il  furore 

D'  un  implacabile 

Fatalita.  [partono, 

SCENA  VIII. 

Erm  anno,  Isolina,  Scudieri. 

I  SOL.  O  padre,  tu  mi  rendi, 
D'  ogni  mortal  la  piu  felice.     II  mio 
Tenero  affetto  per  Sigerto  approvi, 
A  lui  tu  me  concedi. 

Erm.  Ei  si  palesi, 

Ei  disperda,  debelli  questi  alteri 
Sconosciuti  Guerrieri,  che  repente 
Nelle  vicine  selve,  a  rei  disegni  unite. 
Minacciano  Altemburgo.     La  tua  destra 
Al  vincitore  il  padre  tuo  destina 

Iso.  Egli  trionfera  per  Isolina. 
Ma  Sigerto — ne  ancora  ? 

SCENA  IX. 

Geraldo  Cavalieri  con  es$o>  indi  Clemenza 
e  poi  Teobaldo. 

Ger.  Eccoti,  o  padre,  i  generosi,  e  prodi  Cava- 
Che  contro  gli  stranieri  [lieri, 

S7  offron  compagni  a  noi. 

Erm.  Gloria,  e  mercede  a  voi.      [a  Guerrieri* 
Cle.  Sigerto invanoio do vun que  cercai.  [arflso. 
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a  2. 

Ye  dreaded  shades, 

Your  vengeance  claim  ; 

Ye  cry  for  blood — 

That  blood  be  shed. 
Theo.  (Unhappy  heart! 

The  victim  thou 

Of  fell  unpitying 

Destiny.) 
Boh.  On  these  victims, 

Wreck  the  rage 

Of  fell  unpitying 

Destiny.  ("exeunt. 

SCENE  VIII. 

Hermann,  Isolina  ;  Squires. 

IsoL.  Oh  father,  thou  hast  rendered  me 
The  happiest  of  mortals  ;  for  thou  hast 
Approved  my  fond  attachment  for  Sigerto, 
And  given  me  to  his  love. 

Her.  Let  him  appear, 

Let  him  dispose  and  humble  those  fierce  warriors, 
Who  have  so  suddenly  appeared 
Within  the  neighbouring  woods, 
United  for  some  guilty  object 
And  threatening  Altemburg.     Thy  father 
Destines  thy  hand  to  bless  the  conqueror. 

Isol.  Yes,  he  will  triumph  for  Isolina. 
But  my  Sigert — why  comes  he  not  yet  ? 

SCENE  IX. 

Gerald  and  Knights ;  afterwards  Clemenz a  ; 
then  Theobald. 

Ger.  Behold,  my  father,  those  generous  knights, 
Who  as  companions  here  present  themselves, 
To  join  us  against  the  strangers. 

Herm.  Glory  and  its  reward  be  with  you. 

Cle.  I've  sought  Sigerto  every  where  in  vain, 
c  2 
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I  sol.  Oh  cielo  !— e  dove  mai  ! — 

Erm»  Perch  e  si  toglie  all'  amista  ? 

I  SOL.  All'  amore  ? — Io  stesso — eccolo. 

Teb.  (Oh  Dio  !  crudel  momento  !) 

I  sol.  Oh  inio  Sigerto ! 

Erm.  Oh  mio  figlio  ! 

Ger.  Fratello! 

Teb.  (E  dovrd  odiarli  !) 

Isol.  Esulta ; 

11  mio  buon  padre  al  nostro  nodo  assente. 

Teb.  (E  svenarli  io  dovrei  ?) 

Erm.  Di  questi  prodi,  e  de'  soldati  raiei 
Te  Duce  eleggo  ;  va,  pugna,  distruggi 
Que'  stranier  che  la  pace 
Minaccian  d'  Altemburgo,  ed  Isolina  e  tua. 

Teb.  Si  bella  sorte  a  me  tu  serbi  ! 
(jg  io — che  orror  ! — la  morte — ) 

Isol.  Tieiri  per  me  trionfa. 

[stacca  la  di  lei  sciarpa,  e  la  presenta  a  Teb. 

Teb.  La  portero  alia  tomba  sul  mio  cuore. 

[Ad  un  cenno  d'  Ermanno  uno  scudiere 
porta  avanti  V  Insegna  dei  Tromberga. 

ERM.  Eccola  nostra  insigaa!  vincitore 
Tu  me  la  renderai. 

Teb.  Ciosi  tradirle  ! — 

]\Ia — forse — (ohime  ! — )   Se  mai'- — Signor — 
Mio  bene ! — 

Erm.        E  che  ? 

Teb.  Sappi — 

SCENA  X. 

Boemondo  colla  vhiera  calatay  entra  repente,  si 
ferma  nel  mezzo,  e  volgendosi  a  Teobaldo. 
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Isol.  Oh  heavens! — but  whither  hast  thou  been? 

Her.  Say,  why  does  he  withdraw  himself 
From  friendship  ? 

Isol.  And  from  love  ? 

I  will  myself — (going)  Ah  see  he  comes  ! 

Theo.  Oh  heavens,  O  cruel  moment ! 

Isol.  OhSigert! 

Her.  Oh  daughter ! 

Ger.  6  brother ! 

Theo.  And  can  I  hate  them  ? 

Isol.  Rejoice,  my  sire,  comforts  to  our  blest 
union. 

Theo.   (And  can  I  strike  a  breast  like  those  ?) 

Her.  Of  these,  my  valiant  knights,  and  of  my 
troops, 
I  choose  thee  leader.     Go,  attack,  disperse, 
Those  strangers  who  presume  to  threaten 
The  peace  of  Altemburg,  and  Isolina 
Is  then  thine  own. 

Theo.  So  great  a  destiny 

Keepest  thou  for  me!  (and  I) — What  honour !  — 
Death— 

Isol.  Take. this  and  triumph  for  my  sake. 

[takes  her  scarf  and  presents  it  to  Theo. 

Theo.  I'll  bear  it  to  my  tomb  upon  my  heart. 
[kneels  and  receives  from  Isol. — A  knight 
bears  forward    the   standard    of    the 
Trombergs. 

Her.  Behold  our  standard,  go,  and  once  again 
Restore  it  to  me  as  a  conqueror. 

Theo.   (Ah  !  how  betray  such  hearts  as  these!) 
But — perhaps — (alas!)  if  ever — 
Sir — my  beloved — 

Her.  What  wouldst  thou  ? — 

Theo.  Know — 

SCENE  X. 

Bohemond,  with  vizor  closed,  enters  suddenly ; 
places  himself  in  the  centre,  and  addresses 
Theobald. 
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Boe.  Chefai! 

[sorpresa  generate;  tutti  gli sguardi  sono 
rivolti  a  Boe  ;  Teb.  e  atterrito. 

Isol.  Erm.  Clem.  #  Coro* 

Qual  guerriero !  quale  accento! 

Quell'  aspetto  !  e  che  pretende  ? — 

Quanto  fremito  io  sen  to  ! 

Un  insolito  terror  ! 
Ah  !  confuso  incerto  pende 

Palpitante  in  seno  il  cor. 
Teb.    Giusto  Cielo  !     Qual  momento ! 

Qui  mio  padre  ! — e  che  pretende  ? — - 

Quanto  fremito  io  sento  ! 

Un  insolito  terror ! 
Ah,  qual  sorte,  oh  Dio  !  V  attende  ; 

Per  lui  trema  in  seno  il  cor. 
Boe.    Ah  !  che  miro  ?  fier  cimento! 

Figlio  indegno  ! — viste  orrende ! 

Quanto  fremito  io  sento  ! — 

Un  insolito  terror ! 
Ah  !  le  amare  mie  vicende 

Tutto  qui  rammenta  al  cor, 
Erm.  Cavalier  ?  chi  sei  ? 
Boe.  Suo  padre ! 

Teb.    Si — quel  padre  che  sinora 

Piansi  estinto,  a  se  mi  chiama  ; 

Ei  ne  reca  a  me  la  brama — 

Ed  il  figlio  obbedira. 
Boe.    Esci  dunque,  e  al  padre — 
Erm.    Arresta  I  a  Sigerto  in  dolci  nodi 

E  gia  stretto  il  nostro  core  ; 

Or  ci  unisua  al  genitore, 

La  piu  tenera  amista. 
Boe.    Tu  !  non  sai—  (a Teb.)  Mi  segui — ascolta ! 
IsoL.    A  lui  reca  i  nostri  voti5 
«  Ei  lo  rende  all'  alma  mia ; 

D'  Isolina  il  padre  ei  sia  ; 

Pace,  amor  qui  trovera. 
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Boh.  Darest  thou  ? 

[General  surprize ;  all  eyes  are  turned  upon 
Bohemond  ;  Theo.  stands  confounded. 

Isol.,  Herm.,  Clem.,  and  Chorus. 

What  warrior  this  ?  what  mean  these  words? 
'  Whence  that  stern  look  ?    What  wouldst 
thou  ? 

O,  what  emotion  do  I  feel, 

What  unknown  terror  thrills  my  soul  I 
Ah,  how  distracted  and  confused 

My  heart  within  my  bosom  throbs ! 
Theo.  Just  heaven  !  what  a  moment  this  ! 

My  father  here! — how  will  it  end  ? — 

What  emotion  do  I  feel ! 

What  unwonted  tremor  this  ! 
Ah,  what  fate,  O  heavens,  awaits  me ! 

How  throbs  my  bosom  with  alarm ! 
Boh.   What  do  I  see  ?     Ah,  where  am  I  ? 

Unworthy  son ! — O  dreadful  sight ! 

What  emotion  do  I  feel! 

What  unwonted  tremor  this  ! 
How  all  around  me  here  reminds 

My  heart  of  all  its  woes ! 
Her.    Knight,  who  art  thou  ? 
Boh.  His  father. 

The.   Yes,  that  father  whom  till  now 

I  wept  as  dead,  still  calls  me  his  ; 

'Tis  he  who  wakens  the  desire, 

And  he  will  find  his  son  obey  him. 
Boh.   Come,  then,  and  with  thy  father — 
Her.  Hold!     To  Sigert  in  the  bonds  of  love 

Is  our  fond  heart  united  ; 

Then  let  the  tenderest  friendship 

Cement  me  to  thy  father. 
Boh.    Thou  knowest  not—  (To  The.)  Follow  me. 
Isol.    Hear  me  ;  to  him  our  vows  be  offered  ; 

He  will  restore  him  to  my  bosom  ; 

To  Isolina  let  him  prove  a  father ; 

He  shall  find  her  both  peace  and  love. 
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Boe.    Pace ! — Amor  !  Ah,  un  di — 

Tutti.  Tu  fremi ! 

Boe.    Se  sapeste  ! — qui — 

Tutti.  Tu  fremi  ? 

Boe.    Cupo  velo  asconde  ancora 

11  terribile  mistero ; 

Pria  ch'  e  sorta  in  ciel  1'  aurora, 

E  il  destin  lo  scoprira. 

Quartetto. — Erm.,  Isol.,  Teb.,  Boe. 

Ah  !  non  so  vincere 
\j  interno  orrore ; 
Ogni  suo  detto 
Mi  gela  il  core  ; 
Fatal  presagio 
Tremar  mi  fa. 
Ah!  non  so  vincere 
L'  interno  orrore 
Che  a  quelP  aspetto 
M'  ingombra  il  core. 
Fatal  inemoria 
Gelar  mi  fa. 

[Musica  marziale  lontana. 
Ger.     )  Ecco,  i  bellici  concenti ! 
eCoro.  )      Gia  raccolte  son  le  schiere  ; 
Di  Tromberga  alle  bandiere 
Ogni  prode  accorrera. 
Fra  i  perigli,  nei  cimenti, 
Nuovi  allori  cogliera. 
E  Sigerto ! 
Iso.  E  tu  mio  bene  ! 

Ger.  Tufratello;! 

Erm.       Figlio. 
Teb.  •       (Oh  pene  I) 

Boe.         Si,  fra  V  armi  lo  vedrete, 

Avvampar  di  furie  ultrici ; 
A  punire  i  suoi  nemici 
lo  medesmoil  guider6. 
Isol.        Non  temer,  bel  idol  mio  ! 

Volero  di  marte  al  suono  ; 
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Boh.    Peace,  love  ?     Ah,  once — 

All.      What  bids  thee  sigh  ? 

Boh.    If  you  but  knew,  who  thus — 

AIL      What  bids  thee  moan  ? 

Boh.    A  thick  veil  hides  as  yet 
The  terrible  mystery  ; 
But  ere  the  dawn  shall  break  in  heaven, 
Your  destiny  shall  be  revealed. 

Quartett. — Her.  Isol.  Theo.  Boh. 

In  vain  I  strive 

To  check  this  horror, 
Each  word  of  his 

Freezes  my  heart ; 
A  fatal  presage 

Bids  me  tremble. 
In  vain  I  strive 

To  check  the  horror 
With  which  this  light 

O'er  whelms  my  heart  ; 
A  fell  remembrance 
Chills  my  soul. 

[Distant  martial  music. 
Ger.    }  Hark  to  those  warlike  sounds, 
fy  Cho  $       The  warriors  are  assembled, 
Around  the  banners  all 
Of  Tromberg's  house  will  rally, 

Who,  amidst  perils  of  the  fight, 
Will  cull  fresh  laurels  still. 
And  Sigert  ? 
I  sol,  O  my  beloved! 

Ger.    O  brother! 
Her.  O  son! 

Theo.  O  what  anguish  this  ! 
Boh.     Yes,  amidst  arms  you  yet  shall  see  him 
Burning  with  noble  rage,  and  zeal 
To  punish  all  his  enemies, 
While  I  myself  will  lead  him  on. 
Isol.    Fear  not,  dear  idol  of  my  heart J 
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Bacierd  d'  amore  il  dono, 

E  per  te  trionferd.     [bacia  la  ciarpa. 

Ger     *) 

e  Coro  \  ^a  S*or*a>  al  campo,  all'  armi ! 

Boe.  Vieni ! 

Teb.  Addio! 

Isol.  Mi  lasci  ? 

Teb.  Oh  fato  ! 

Erm.  E  tu  ognor  cosi  celato ! 

Boe.  Qui  conoscer  mi  faro. 

Erm.  Qui  • 

I  so.   Signor! 

Boe.  E  tretna. 

Erm.  Ed  osi  ? 

Boe.  Tu  non  sai. 

Erm.  Parte,  che  omai. 

Isol.  Deh  !  ti  calma — 

Teb.  O  cielo  •  che  fai  ? 

Erm.       Tan  to  ardir  punir  sapro  ! 
Boe.        Tanto  ardir  cader  vedro  '• 

y       '^f-E  se  piu  non  ti  vedro  ! 

Ger. 
Coro 


'  e  J-  Tanto  ardir  soffrir  si  pud  ! 


Coro  Generate '. 

Come  fosco  tramonta  il  bel  giorno 
Delia  gioja,  di  pace,  d'  amore ! 
Atro  nembo  s'  addensa  d'  intorno, 
Smania  atroce  tormenta  il  mio  cor. 

Squilla  il  suono  tremendo  di  morte  ; 
Stilla  il  sangue  dal  brando  del  forte  ; 
Oh  !  qual  scena  funesta  s1  appresta 
Di  spavento,  d'  affanno,  d'  orror- 
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I  will  away  where  glory  calls  ; 
I  fondly  kiss  this  gift  of  love. 

[kisses  the  scarf. 

&cko.  $  To  arms> t0  slory> to  the  field- 

Boh.     Come  on! 

Theo.  Adieu. 

Iso.  And  wilt  thou  leave  me  ?  Oh  fate  ! 

Her.   And  wilt  thou  still  remain  concealed  ? 

Boh.    Thou  soon  shalt  know,  and  know  me  here 

Her.    Here! 

Theo.  Sir. 

Boh.  Tremble. 

Her.  And  dar'st  thou  ? 

Boh.    Thou  knowest  not — 

Her.  Away,  no  more. 

Iso.      Ah,  be  calm — 

Theo.  O  heavens  what  wouldst  thou  ? 

Her.    Such  daring  shall  be  punished  soon. 

Sf  Iso.  1  ^>  if  I  ne'er  should  see  thee  more ! 

ScCho.  \  Such  daring>  ah>  how  bear!* 
General  Chorus. 

How  darkness  broods  o'er  this  fair  day 
Of  joy,  of  peace,  of  love! 
A  dark  cloud  thickens  all  around, 
Fierce  fury  agitates  my  soul. 

The  dreadful  sounds  of  death  are  heard, 
Blood  streams  upon  the  warrior's  blade  • 
O  what  a  fatal  scene  draws  nigh, 
Of  dread,  of  woe,  of  horror  ! 


ATTO  II. 


SCENA  I. 

Sala. 

Cavalieri;  poi  Ermanno,  Geraldo,  e 
Clemen  za. 

Ger.  Astringere  un  tuo  cenno  allor  dovea 
Quell'  audace  a  scoprirsi. 

ERM.  Io  rispettai 

La  fe  di  Cavalieri,  e  di  Sigerto 
II  congiunto,  o  P  aniico. 

Cle.  E  di  Sigerto 

11  congiunto,  o  V  amico,  acbecelarsi,eminacciar? 

Ger.  V'e  pure  ch'  i  sospetta  di  Sigerto. 

Erm.  Con  calore  e  V  offende  ;  traditore 
II  mio  libera  tore  ? — D'ogni  intorno 
Per 6  ognora  si  vegli ;  al  nuovo  giorno 
La  schiera  tu  raggiungi. 

Ger.  E  se  vi  fia 

Chi  ancor  la  selva  infesti,  o  na  cimenti, 
Si  disperda,  s'arjniente.  [partono. 

SCENA  II 

Grotta  nelV  interno  delle  Montagne  Erzeburge, 
attigue  ad  Altemburgo.  Lampade  ardono 
avanti  Due  sepolcri ;  su  d'vno  e  scritto  ;  "  Si- 
giberta  di  Weissenfeld,  sposa  di  Boemondo  d' 
Altemburgo,  assassinata  da  Corrado  di  Trom- 
berga  ;  suW  altro  ;  "  Costanza,  figlia  di  Boe- 
mondo d'  Altemburgo  morta  nelle  torri  di  Wurtz- 
burgo,  per  atrocitadi  Corrado  di  Tromburga." 


ACT  II 

SCENE  I. 

A  Hall. 

Knights;  afterwards  Hkrmann,  GERALDo,dttrf 
Clemenza. 

GeR.  A  sign  from  thee  should  have  sufficed 
To  make  the  audacious  one  reveal  himself. 

Her.  I  respected  the  faith  of  the  Knight;  and 
Relation  or  friend  of  Sigerto.  [that 

Cle.  But  this  relative  or  friend  of  Sigerto,  why 
Does  he  conceal  himself,  why  threaten  ? 

Ger.  There  are  some  that  suspect  Sigerto. 

Her.  You  do  him  wrong; — can  my  deliverer  be  a 
Traitor ! — Keep  however  a  strict  watch,  and  at 
To-morrow's  dawn  rejoin  your  troop.        [to  Ger. 

Ger.  A  nd  if  any  are  found  these  woods  infesting, 
Or  your  safety  threatening,  they  shall  soon  be 
Dispersed  or  destroyed.  [exeunt. 

SCENE  II. 

A  cave  in  the  interior  of  the  Erzburg  mountains, 
in  the  vicinity  of  Altemburg  Lamps  are  seen 
burning  before  two  sepulchres ;  on  one  of  them 
is  seen, "  Sigiberta  of  Weissenfold,  wife  of  Bohe- 
mond  of  Altemburg,  assassinated  by  Conrad  of 
Tromburg."  Upon  the  other,  "  Clemenza, 
daughter  of  Bohemond  of  Altemburg,  who  perish- 
ed in  the  towers  of  Wursburg,  through  the  atro- 
city of  Conrad  of  Tromburg." 
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Boemondo  appogiato  in  alto  diprofondo  dolor  e 
alia  tomba  di  Sigiberta.  II  di  lui  elmo,  e  il  di 
lui  scudo  sono  sul  piedestalle  della  tomba*  La 
bandierad? Altemburgo  v'epiantata  aldisopra. 

Boe.  Oh  sposa! — Oh  figlia!   cari  e  sventurati 
De  miei  teneri  affetti,  ecco  di  voi  [oggetti 

Cio  che  mi  resta — fredda  polvere' — Oh  quanti 
Su  voi  caldi  sospiri,  amari  pianti 
Da  tre  lustri,  versai ! 
Ma  le  nostre  vendette  io  cominciai 
SulP  atroce  Corrado,  sul  infame 
Vostro  assassin — del  suo  vil  sangue  aspersi 
Le  vostre  tombe — e  tutto  fra  motnenti 
Si  versera  quel  dei  Trombergi.    [lontana  musica. 
Ah  ! — questo  e  il  segnale.     I  compagni 
Ecco  riuniti.     Oh  come  di  vendetta  al  momento, 
Avvampar%,  anelar,  il  cor  mi  sento  ! 

SCENA  III. 

Cavalieri ;  e  detti. 

Coro.  Volto  e  all'  occaso  il  di ; 

E  gia  il  notturno  orror 

E  terra,  e  ciel  copri ; 

Eccoci  a  te! 
Divide  il  nostro  cor 

II  giusto  tuo  furor; 
N  Hai  gia  la  nostra  fe. 
E  l'ora  di  pugnar, 

Di  trionfar. 
Strage,  morte,  terror, 

Con  noi  sara. 
E  V  ombra  inulta  ancor 

Esultera. 

Boe.  Si  vincerem ! — con  voi 
E  sicuro  il  trionfo  ;  amici  eroi, 
Fedeli,  invitti. — Divideste  un  giorno 
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Bohemond,  leaning  in  an  attitude  of  profound 
sorrow,  on  the  tomb  of  Sigibert.  His  helmet 
and  shield  are  on  the  pedestal  of  the  tomb. 
The  banner  of  Altemburg  is  seen  raisedupon  it. 

Boh.  Oh  spouse,  daughter  dear,  unhappy  object 
Of  my  most  tender  love,  behold  what  now 
Remains  to  me  of  you — a  little  dust. 
Ah  me,  how  many  bitter  tears  have  I 
For  now  three  autumns  shed  upon  this  tomb. 
E'en  now  the  work  of  vengeance  is  begun 
On  the  atrocious  Conrad,  on  your  fell 
Assassin,  with  his  vile  blood  shall  your  tomb 
Be  sprinkled,  and  within  a  few  short  hours 
Shall  that  of  Tromburg  too  be  shed. 

[distant  music. 
Hark?     The  appointed  signal,  my  companions 
Have  gained  ;  how,  in  the  hour  of  vengeance,  does 
My  bosom  burn  and  pant  with  anticipation. 

SCENE  III. 

Knights  and  the  above. 

Cho.     The  day  has  hastened  to  its  close, 

E'en  now  the  shades  of  night  descend, 
To  veil  the  earth  and  sky  ; 
Behold  us  here ! — 
Thy  indignation  just 
Our  hearts  participate ; 
Our  faith's  already  pledged. 
The  hour  of  combat  this, 

Of  triumph  too, 
Death,  terror,  destruction 

Our  steps  attend ; 
The  shades  which  so  long  call'd  for  ven- 
geance 
Shall  now  exult. 
Boh.  Yes,  we  will  conquer  by  your  side. 
The  triumph  is  secure,  ray  brave,  heroic, 
Faithful,    unconquered    friends. — Till    now   you 
shared 

d  2 
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Meco  le  glorie,  ed  i  contenti ;  or  torno 
A  guidarvi  agli  allori.     I  miei  nemici 
Son  pur  nemici  nostri ;  i  traditori, 
Che  tutto  a  me  rapiro, 
Hanno  finor  gia  trionfato  assai ; 
Tremino  innanzi  a  voi,  cadano  omai. 

Aria  e  Coro. 

Fido  a  voi  le  mie  vendette, 

La  mia  gloria,  in  tal  momento  ; — 
Vi  sia  scorta  al  gran  cimento 
L'  alta  voce  dell'  onor. 
Coro.        Tu  ci  guida  al  gran  cimento  ; 
Compirem  le  tue  vendette. 
Tremeranno  di  spavento, 
Si,  cadranno,  i  traditor. 
Boe.    Ecco  il  primier  momento 
Dopo  si  lunghi  affanni ; 
Che  un  raggio  di  contento 
Brillando  al  cor  mi  va. 

[Prende  la  Candiera  dalla  tomba. 
Questa  di  gloria 
Nobila  insegna 
E  il  nuovo  giorno 
Al  suo  ri torno 
Alia  vittoria 
Ci  guidera 
II  mio  trionfo 
Rischiarera. 
Coro.  Dunque  al  cimento 

Alia  vittoria  \ 
Veutietta  e  gloria 

Ci  guidera.  [partono. 

SCENA  IV 

Sala. 

Isoltna  sola. 

Iso.  Io  piu  non  reggo  ;  e  troppo 
Atroce,  insopportabile  il  mio  state. 
Presagj  spaventevoli — tremende  imagini 


43 

My  glory  and  prosperity;  'tis  time 
To  lead  you  on  to  triumph.     All  my  foes 
Are  also  foes  of  yours.     The  traitors  who 
Robbed  me  of  every  thing,  they  long  enough 
Have  had  their  triumph,  let  them  tremble  now 
Before  you,  for  their  destiny  is  sealed. 

Air  and  Chorus. 

I  trust  my  vengeance  in  your  hands, 

My  glory  in  an  hour  like  this  ; 
Let  the  proud  voice  of  honour  guide 
Your  footsteps  in  the  great  emprize. 
Clio.     Do  thou  lead  us  to  the  trial ; 

Thy  vengeance  we  will  fulfil. 
Let  the  traitors  tremble  ; 

Yes,  they  shall  fall  beneath  our  swords. 
Boh.    Behold  the  first  propitious  moment, 
After  a  night  of  sorrows  past, 
That  a  cheering  day  of  joy 
Breaks  in  upon  my  heart. 
[takes  down  the  banner  from  the  tomb. 
This  day  of  glory 

The  proud  banner 
Shall  to  victory 

Lead  us  on. 
The  new-born  day, 

At  its  return, 
Upon  my  triumph 
Shall  shine  bright. 
Cho.  Then  to  trial, 

To  victory  on  ; 
Vengeance  and  glory 

Shall  lead  the  way,  {exeunt . 

SCENE  IV. 

A  Hall. 
Isolina  alone. 
I  so.  I  can  contain  no  longer;  too  severe 
And  insupportable  my  situation. 
Dreadful  presentiments — dread  images 
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II  mio  cor  ch'  e  crudamente 

Stretto  da  man  di  ferro — la  mia  mente 

Che  fra  gli  orror  s'  esalta,  e  si  figura 

L'  infelice  idol  mio 

Esule,  fra  perigli,  e  forse —        [rumore  didentro. 

Oh  quale 

Tumulto ! — e  che  ? — II  segnale  questo  h 

D'  allarmi — Ah  qual  nuova  sciagura  ! — 

Oh  padre ! 

SCENE  V. 

*  Erm ANNO,  Cavalierly  Soldati,  ed  Isolina. 

Erm.  L'  initnico  e  in  Altemburgo. 

Iso.  E  come  ? — 

Erm.  S'  ignora  ancor. 

Iso.  Machi?— 

Erm.  Risuona  il  nome  di  Boemondo. 

Iso.  Cielo! 

ERM.  Dalle  tombe  ricomparso  si  dice;  il  tra- 
ditore 
Sperava  di  sorprenderci,  ed  inermi ; 
Ma  Geraldo  vegliava,  e  a  lui  s'  oppose 
Col  fior  de'  prodi. 

I  sol.  Ah!  se  mai? 

Erm.  Di  Geraldo 

Al  soccorso  m'  affretto  ;  ben  dilese 
Son  queste  soglie — calmati.     [parte  con  seguito. 

SCENA  VI. 

Notte. 

Piazza  avanti  ilpalazzo  d?  Altemburgo. 

Teobaldo,   avanza  concentrate  indi   Gruppiy 
di  Cavalierly  fyc. 

Teb.  Notte,  tremenda,  orribil  notte  !  oh  !  fosse 
Tu  1'  estrema  per  me !  di  morte  in  seno 
Avrebber  fine  i  miei  tormenti  almeno! 
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Before  me  rise.     My  heart  is  fiercely  grasped 
As  with  a  hand  of  iron,  and  my  mind, 
Active  amidst  these  horrors,  does  pourtray 
The  unhappy  idol  of  my  heart, 
An  exile  amidst  perils,  and  perhaps — 

[a  noise  from  within. 
What  tumult  this  ?  what  means  it  ?   'Tis  the  signal 
Of  alarm.     Ah,  what  new  cgiuse  of  sorrow  ? 
O  my  father ! 

SCENE  V. 

Hermann,  Knights,  Soldiers,  and  Isolina. 

Her.    The  enemy's  in  Altemburg. 

Iso.  What  say'st  thou  ? 

Her.   It  was  unknown  till  now — 

Iso.  What  was  unknown  ? 

Her.  The  name  of  Bohemond  is  whisper'd. 

Iso.  Heaven ! 

Her.  'Tis  said  that  from  the  tomb  he  comes ; 
the  traitor 
Hoped  to  surprise  and  fall  on  us  unarmed  ; 
But  Geraldo  watches,  and  opposes 
To  him  the  flower  of  our  gallant  warriors. 

Iso.  Ah,  should  it  be! 

Her.  I  hasten  to 

The  assistance  of  Geraldo  ;  but  the  castle 
Is  well  defended — calm  your  fears. 

{exit  with  attendants. 

SCENE  VI. 

Night. 

A  Square  in  front  of  the  Palace  of  Altemburg. 

Theobald  advancing,  wrapped  in  thought. 

Theo.    Night,  dread,  tremendous  night !     Oil 
that  thou  wert 
The  last  to  me!  for  in  the  bosom  of  death 
My  sorrows  might  be  crush'd.    The  tumult  is  o'er. 
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Cessd  il  tumulto  :   Av versa  la  sorte 

1  disegni  tradi  del  genitore : 

I  suoi  fuggiro — e  in  mezzo  a  tanto  orrore 

Di  lui  che  avvenne  mai  ? 

lnvano  io  ne  cercai — Forse  !  si  trovi, 

Si  salvi,  si  divida  il  suo  destino, 

E  poi — seuza  Isolinn! — morir. — 

JV  avvia  ad  essi  dal  palazzo  preludio  dy  arpa. 
Ciel  qual  concento  ! — 
Lo  couosco  :  lo  sento  nel  mio  core. 
E  la  man  d'  Isolina,  e  il  saon  d'aaaore — 
Tal  quella  prima  vo!ta  ch'  io  V  intesi, 

[jseguita  sempre  il  suono  delV  arpa. 
E  che  di  lei  m'  accesi,  era  V  incauto — 
Ma  allor  era  felice— or  trista,  e  sola 
Forse  a  me  pensa,  e  il  suo  dolor  consola. 

Romanza. 
Caro  suono  lusinghier, 

Dolce  ognor  mi  scendi  al  cor  ; 

Tu  richiami  al  mio  pensier 

I  piacer  d'  un  casto  amor. 
Quel  bel  di,  che  ci  rapi 

Di  sua  puva  volita. 

Dove  ando  mio  ben,  quel  di! 

Ah  !   mai  piu  ritornera.  [parte. 

SCENA  VII. 

Ermanno,  Isolina,  Cavalierly  Guardie. 

Erm.  Ah  !  quel  Boemondo — II  mio  furor — 

Isol.  Perdona  la  sua  ferocia  alle  sciagure,  al 
padre 
Di  chi  due  volte  ti  salvo  la  vita. 

Erm.  Ei  sveno  il  mio  fratello. 

Isol.  E  il  tuo  fratello 

Gli  trucido  la  sposa,  ein  lui  rivolse 
La  taccia  vil  dell'  assassino  infame — 
Gli  fe  perir  la  figlia — Ei  pur  di  fame, 
Opra  de'  suoi  furori, 
Dovea  perir. 
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Fate  has  ever  been  adverse  to  iny  father's  projects; 
His  followers  fled,  and  midst  so  many  horrors 
What  has  become  of  him  ?    Could  I  but  find  him, 
I  perhaps  might  save  him,  or  might  share  his  fate. 
But  then — without  my  Isolina  ! — I  might  die — 

[he  hears  from  the  palace  the  prelude  of 
a  harp: 
Oh  heavens,  what  music  is  that? 
I  know  it  well ;  I  feel  it  in  my  heart ; 
'Tis  Isolina' s  hand — the  sound  of  love. 

[listening  to  the  sound  of  the  harp. 
Such  was  the  enchanting  strain  when  first  I  heard 

it, 
When  in  my  bosom  first  she  awaked  the  flame. 
Then  she  was  happy,  and  now   she  is  sad  and 

lonely, 
And  perhaps  with  thoughts  of  me  cousoles  her 
sorrows. 

Romance. 
Thou  dear  bewitching  sound, 

How  sweet  thou  siuk'st  into  this  heart, 
Thou  dost  to  my  mind  recall 
The  pleasures  of  a  chastened  lover. 
That  happy  day,  when  she  awakes 

The  first  pure  rapture  in  this  breast. 
Where  is  the  loved  one  gone  ?     That  day, 
Alas,  it  never  will  return.  [exit 

SCENE  VII 

Hermann,  Isolina,  Knights,  and  Guards. 

Her.  ForBohemond!  my  fury  shall — 

Iso.  Ah,  let  his 

Rage — his  misfortunes  be  forgotten, 
Let  him  who  saved  thy  life,  he  is  thy  father. 

Her.  He  killed  my  brother. 

Iso.  And  your  brother 

Murdered  his  wife,  and  fixed  upon  him  the  stigma 
Of  a  foul  assassin. 

By  him  too  did  his  daughter  perish, — and 
Himself  was  destined  by  his  rage  to  die  by  famine, 
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Erm.         Cheorrori! 

Isol.  Generoso  e  il  tua  cor  :  a  due  famiglie 
La  pace  omai  ridoni. 

Erm.  Come  io ! 

Isol.  Se  tu  perdoni. 

Erm.  E  sperar  puoi?  * 

Isol.  Se  felice  mi  vuoi,  se  vuoi  ch'  io  viva — 
Deh,  cedi,  o  padre. 

Erm.  E  ch'  io. 

Isol.  Se  da  lui  mi  dividi. 

Erm.  Taci.  [partendo. 

Isol.   La  tua  figlia  uccidi,  [lo  segue. 

SCENA  VIII. 

Torre  del  Castello. 
Boemondo  fra  guardie  :  poi  Teobaldo. 

Boe.  II  mio  fato  e  compiuto : 
Tutto  e  perduto — fin  la  speme  !  ancora 
Pochi  momenti.     E  poi,  ombre  dilette,  a  voi 
M'  unira  morte — e  qual  morte  ! 

Teb.  L'  estremo  dover 
Si  compia : — lo  tremo !     Padre — 

Boe.  Indegno  ! — Tu  qui — che  vuoi  ? 

Teb.  Perdono! 

Boe.  Osi  sperarlo. 

Teb.  E  in  questi  ultimi  istanti  il  tuo  cuore! 

Boe.  Pud  ancora  perdonarti 
L'  amor  suo  ridonarti — a  un  patto — e  giura 
Al  mio  voler  estremo, 
Giura  che  obbedirai. 
t    Teb.  Lo  giuro. 

Boe.  Dammi  il  tuo  pugnal. 

Teb.  Che  fai! 

Duetto. 

Boe.        Mira  d'  avverso  fato 

Come  al  furor  m'  involo  : 
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Her.  Oh  what  horror! 

I  so.     Thy  heart  is  generous  ;  restore  at  once 
Peace  to  two  families. 

Her.  How  ? — 

Iso.  If  you  pardon — 

Her.  And  canst  thou  hope  it  ? 

Iso.     If  you  wish  me  happy,  if  you  wish  my 
Life,  oh  grant  thou  this  my  father ! 

Her.  What!  that  I—  - 

Iso.  I  adore  Theobald. 

Ah,  if  you  tear,  me  from  him. 

Her.  Leave  me — peace  ! — 

Iso.  Here,  kill  thy  daughter. 

s    SCENE  VIII. 

A  Tower  in  the  Castle. 

Bohemond  guarded;   afterwards  Theobald. 

Boh.  My  doom  is  sealed  ;  all,  all  is  lost ;  even 
Yet  a  few  moments — and  then —  [hope  itself! 

Beloved  shades  !  to  you 
Shall  death  unite  me — but  ah  what  a  death  ! 

Theo.   Let  me  fulfil  the  last  sad  duty. 
Ah  how  I  tremble  !     Father  ! — 

Boh.  Unworthy    son! — thou   here? — What 
would'st  thou  ? 

Theo.  Pardon! 

Boh.  And  dar'st  thou  hope  it  ? 

Theo.  Even  in  these  last  moments, 
Say,  can  thy  heart — 

Boh.  Yes  it  can  pardon  thee, 

And  give  thee  back  its  love — but  on  these  terms — 
And  swear — swear  to  obey  my  last  command. 

Theo.  I  swear  it ! 

Boh.  Give  me  here  thy  dagger. 

Theo.  Ah  what  wouldst  thou! — 

Duet. 

Boh.        See  how  the  malice  of  fell  fate 
Pursues  me  even  to  the  last! 

E 
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Teb.        Pra  1*  ombre,  o  padre  amato, 

Non  scenderai  tu  solo : 
BoE.        Morte  da  vil  m'  attende. 
Teb.        Non  resta  a  me  piu  speme — 

a.  2. 

Figlio )    . 

Padre  )  sl  mora  lnsieme> 
Si  cessi  di  penar. 
Pace  alia  tomba  in  seno 
Ritroveremo  almeno 
Cosi  d'orribil  sorte 
Va  il  forte  a  trionfar 

Padre  f  —  I  m>  a^^racc*a — Addio ! 
[Sy  abbracciano  :  Boemondo  aha  ilpugnale 
al  suo  petto,  Teobaldo  rivolge  la  spada 
al  suo  cuore . 

SCENA  ULTIMA. 

Entra  anelante  Isolina  accorrendo  fra  Teo- 
baldo e  Boemondo,  Ermanno,  Guardie,Scu- 
dieri. 

Isol.  a  Teb.  Ferma! 

Erm  a  Boe.  T'  arresta — 

Teb.  O  Dio 

Isol.  Vivi  per  me. 

Erm.  a  Boe.  Sei  libero. 

Teb.  E  sara  ver  ? 

Boe.  Che  intendo  ? 

Erm         A*  prieghi  d'  Isolina, 

Alia  virtu  to*  arrendo 
La  vita  che  Teobaldo  : 

A  me  serbo,  ti  rendo. 
Cessino  gli  odj  omai. 

Pace  trionfi,  e  amor  \ 
Boe.  E  tu  si  grande  ? — E  puoi  ? 
Erm.  Tutto  obliar 

Amici  felici  in  loro — 


51 

Theo.  To  the  shades  beloved  father, 

No,  thou  shalt  not  descend  alone. 
Boh.    A  miserable  fate  awaits  me. 
Theo.  Hope  has  for  ever  fled. 

a.  2. 

Thy  sire  )     m  die     .  fa  tfaee 
Thy  son  J 

Thus  we  will  end  our  woes  at  once  ; 
At  last  we  shall  find  peace 

Within  the  bosom  of  the  tomb  ; 
'Tis  thus  the  truly  brave 
Can  triumph  over  death : 

y    on   lie|;  us  eujbrace— Adieu! 
My  sire  ) 

[They  embrace  ;  Bohemond  raises  the  dagger  to 

his  breast ;  Theobald  points  his  sword  to  his 

heart ;  at  this  moment, 

SCENE  THE  LAST. 

Enter  Isolina,  breathless,  and  rushes  between 
Theobald  and  Bohemond  ;  Hermann, 
Guards,  Pages. 

Iso.     Hold! 
Her.  Stop! 

Theo.  O  heavens ! 

Iso.     Live  for  my  sake ! 
Her.  All  is  forgiven. 

Theo.  Can  it  be  true  ? 
Boh.  What  do  I  hear? 

Her.    To  the  fond  prayers  of  Isolina, 
To  virtue's  self  I  yield  ; 

The  life  I  owe  to  Theobald, 
I  now  restore  him  in  return. 

Henceforth  let  hatred  be  no  more, 
But  peace  and  love  between  us  reign. 
Boh.    Hast  thou  so  great  a  soul !  and,  canst  thou  ? 
Her.    Yes,  forget  all !  henceforth  in  friendship 

Let  us  be  happy,  and  in  these  our  children 
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Boe.  a  Teb.  $  Isol.  E  voi. 

Teb.  Padre! 

Isol  Signore! 

Erm.  Abbracciami  • — 

Boe.  Ah  !  li  unisca  omai 

L'  amore,  a  Y  amista. 

I  cavalieri  esultano,  e  li  abbracciano.  Gli  scu- 
dieri  alzano,  e  sventolano  le  due  bandiere  di 
Tromburga,  e  d'  Altemburgo  e  le  uniscono  sopra 
i  personaggi- 

a  4. 

Come  piu  dolce  al  core, 
Dopo  crudel  tormento, 
E'  il  tenero  momento 
Che  giubilar  cifa! 
Con.Coro.  Altern  in  pace,  e  amore 
L'  ore  di  nostra  eta. 


Boh.  {to  Theo.  fy  Iso.)   Come  to  my  arms  ! 

t    ¥      '  >  Ah,  dearest  father  ! 
<§r  Iso.  S 

Her.    Ah  come  to  my  embrace  ! 

Boh.    Ah  yes!  Let  love  and  friendship's  bond 

Our  hearts  eternally  unite  ! 
a  4. 
How  doubly  soothing  to  the  heart, 

After  deep  anguish  and  distress, 

Is  the  soft,  gentle  hour, 

That  bids  us  once  again  rejoice  ! 
Cho.     Be  all  our  future  hours  of  life 

Alternate  peace  and  love  ! 

END    OF   THE    OPERA. 
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